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An  address  at  services  in  memory  of  Andrew  Carnegie^ 
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EiWASa  B?caver*5  lad — this  bojf  bearing 
the  name  of  the  practical  disciple^  An-^ 
drew^  who  became  the  patron  saint  of 
Sco^and.  I  saj^  -practiad*^  for  it  was 
Andrew  who  said  when  asked  h  "^  the 
thousands  on  the  shoses  of  Galilee  l^ere 
to  be  fed:  ''There  is  a  lad  here  which  hath  five  harle^ 
loaietes  and  two  small  fishes^  but  what  are  the])  among 
so  many?'*  And  had  this^^isciple  l^held,  in  th^  year 
of  hk  Lord  1847^  in  the  land  in  which  he  had  become 
patton  saints  the  wan^  and  misery  due  to  the  stopping  of 
the  hand  looms  fop  the  coming  of  steam  machines^  and 
had  then  seen  this  wee  Dunfermline  lad,  he  might  have 
madetnuch  the  same/remark:  ^'There's  a  lad  here  Wi 
his  five  senses  and  twa*  sma'  hans,  but  what  are  they 
among  sae  mon})?''  ^ 

We  say  that  it  was  a  nnraclle  that  was  performed 
on,  the  shores  of  Galilee,  when  the  boys  meagre  store 
Hhis  suddenly  multiplied  to  fwd  the  ibousmds.  Was 
it  not  as  gredt  i  miracle  that  the  seemingly  petty  store 
of  the  weaver  s  lad  was  transformed  (in  what  is  but  a 
moment  of  time  in  His  sight  to  whom  a  thousand  y^s 
are  but  as  yesterday) — transformed  not  only  into  food, 
but  books  and  music  and  pictures  and  other  human 
blessings:  and  not  for  a  few  thousmds  anly  bat  for 
millions?  ^ 

In  Ais  miracle  the  Scotch  lad  had^  to  be  sqre,  an 
active,  aggressive,  shrewd  part,  hut  it  Was  no  less  a 
miracle;  and  it  was  one  (and  I  say  it  in  all  reverence) 


,c  - 


that  could  not  have  been  wrought  even      the  Almightjf , 
mih  thfi  aid  of  this  eager  lad  anjtnhefe  else  than  in 
free  ior  of  America.  ^ 

I  suspect  that  my  kf^on>ledge  of  chemstf^  is  no 
greater  than  that  of  Lord  M^rleXf^  whose  ohservatidh 
about  phosphorus  in  iron  ore  has  just  been  read;  but 
I  am  informed  that  there  are  mysterious  substances 
known  to  the  chemists  as  ''x:atalysts'*  which  have  such  . 
po^cy  that  the}f  bring  into  solution  elements:  before 
ji^mingi])  knoluhle  and  yet  are  ihemselves  apparently 
Unchanged — substances  often  so  infinitesimal  in  relation 
to,  the  effects  they  produce  th^i  ii  is  (according  to  one 
l»ho  ti>as  a  teacher  in  a  Carnegie  laboratory)  as  if  you 
Were  ''to  dissolve  a  whole  island  by  throwing  a  few 
crystab  upon  it"  So  the  catalytic^  rqbmt^  ianny 
spirit  of  this  youth,  who  never  grew  old^  did  mcompar- 
ap2e«  incommensurate  things  in  the  earth,  ^ 

It  was  not  merely  nor  chiefiy  that  he  touched  the 
ore  that  was  lying  in  the  far  hills  beyond  Superior  and 
transformed  it  into  a  girder^  a  bridge^  a  steel  rdU  (i  bii 
of  armor  plate,  a  beanr  for  a  sky-scraper,  and  in  utter 
human  silence^  as  I  have  witnessed  the  process  in  the 
flaming  sheds  of  Pittsburgh  n^ith  the  ccdm  puslmg  and 
pulling  of  a  few  levers,  the  accurate  shoveling  hy  a 
few  hands  and  the  deliberate  testing  by  a  fe9  eyes-^ 
V^mderful  as  ^t  all  was  and-  is.  ^  | 

And  it  was  not  even  that  in  every  luminous^  white- ^ 
hot  ingot  swung  in  the  steel  mills  in  the  ^mdky  yaUey 
of  the  Youghiogheny,  there  was  something  for  the 
pefision  of  a  university  prof essor^  sometlmg  for  an  artist 


in  New  York  or  Paris,  something  for  an  astronomer 
m  a  California  mountain,  something  for  the  mathema- 
ticiuii  over  Ids  cdmputatiom.  sometlmg  /or  the  hiUoriatn 
over  his  archives,  something  for  the  teacher  in  the 
'schooi  upon  the  hill  above,  something  f  or  ^vef^  wor^^ 
shiper  in  hundreds  of  k^rks  and  chi^rches.  sorneSnng 
for  everyone  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of  readers  in 
libraries  from  Scotland  to  CtUifotnia.  as  a  result  of  the 
muUiplicaUon  of  the  childisit  store  in  his  hands  tt»  lie 
stood  an  immigrant  lad  on  the  shores  of  Anierica.  with 
ya^^fm  and  ftelti  fi^d'*  before  him. 

For  beside  these  there  were  gifts  to  millions  more 
tha^  Were  reached  directly  and  bi^ectly  by  the  steel 
ingots^  These  Were  the  gifts  of  the  alchemy  of  Ms 
personality  that  touched  the  spirits  and  imaginations  of 
01m.  -  The  material  gifts  were  lilfe  those  of  jPfjometheus 
who  bestowed  upon  mortal  man  the 

'  ''bright  glory  * 

"O/  fire  that  alkarts  sprmg  from." 

■  ^  ■      ' ,  t  : 

^His  supreme'gifts  to  mankind  were  however  not  those 
of  adj^mi'god,  a  Titan,  working  with  tiie  elements  of 
the  earth  and  looking  down  ut»nmen  41$ j^erior 
clotures  for  whom  he  had  made  sacrifices.  They 
J»ere  gifts  of  a  very  human^  mortal  man  who  loved 
his  fellow^men^  who  suffered  and  f^^u^Land  Wept  and 
rejoiced  with  them  as  one  of  them.  ' 

He^.no  doubU  1»6uld  not  wish  me  to  trace  AenanK 

Andrew, ^which  his  Scotch  mother  gave  him,  back  to 
the  Greek  but  it  was  in  its  ofigm  Creek  neverAeless^ 


the  Greek  narim  for-*man.['  And  he  might  have  be- 
lotted  to  an}i  age  of  man  beginmng  mth  that  ql  Moses  ^ 
^  Pmdei.  He  T»auld  hape  iiiood  unenAarrassed  be- 
fore any  ruler  from  Pharaoh  to  Napoleon;  and  did  so 
sland  b^ore  the  en^^rors^  ^mgs  and  presidmis  of  hu 
own  day.  Long  before  he  became  famous  for  his 
l»taLth^  l  have  read,  he  7»as  a  personal  friend  of  CW- 
^one,  Maidiew  Am^>ld,  Herbest  Spencer^  John  Mor-^ 
le}f  and  Jatn^  Bryce.  And  after  he  became  a  world 
figurei  he  9a$  tstdl  the  frknd  of  i/ie  lowlmt  and  the 
potest. 

He  mas  a  triumphant  democrat  with  a  gtmm  fat 

friendships^  as  great  as  the  genius  in  the  field  in  which 
the  word  ''genius**  has  been  transmuted  into  the  *'en-^ 
Ipne**  and  the  ^^en^neerj"^  with  a  passionate  love  for 
America,  with  an  international  mind  having  an  orbit 
of  concern  fair  the  tMmos  (but  with  Dunfermline  and 
Pitt^urgh  as  its  ti»o  foci)  and  with  a  love  for  all 
things  beautiful,  but  with  a  preordained  taste  for  that 
.  wlud%  had  a  Caledomm  form  or  fragrance  or  mdodjf 
in  it:  the  "duW  gra^  toon^'j  ^  abbey  bell  sounding 
th^  curfew;  the  scent  of  the  heather;  ''songs  possessed 
of  swds  caught  from  living  lips*^;  the  Scotch  mist  evm 
which  served  to  remind  him  ''of  the  m^sterioM  wa\)s  of 
Providence**  * 

,  And  yet  he  was  not  servile  to  fm  ancestry^  the 

sirmn  of  whose  thoughts  had  run  through  the  "radical 
breasts**  ( a  phrase  he  has  himself  usedj  of  hisjpqrents. 
In  his  love  for  the  voice  of  (he  organ,  for  example^  fcc 
douhUess  shocked  man^  of  his  psalm-singing  com 


patriob  as  did  David  whih  he  danced  before  the  Arl( 
of  the  Lord. — And  how  pleased  Mr  Carnegie  would 
be  with  the  progrion  of  this  aftetnoan^  domaudcd 
music  and  crowned  b})  an  oratorio  of  which  he  ex- 
pr^ased  such  di^erning  appreciation  in  Iw  dcUghiful 
storp  of  fns^avels  in  Creat  Britain^  for  he  once  said 
that  those  who  thought  music  an  unworthjf  intrud&t  in 
the  domain  of  sacred  dogma  "should  remember  timt 
the  Bible  tells  us  that  in  Heaven  mufic  is  the  prinapoi^ 
^tarcfi  0/  happin^Sr-^4b€  sefmon  semis  nowhtte^ 
and  it  ma^  ^o  hard  with  such  as  fail  to  give  it  the  first 
t^ce  qjf  earth.'*  ^  ^ 

lie  1ms,  unwittingly  no  douhU  fhade^  h^t  char- 
acterization of  himself  in  the  definition  of  everjf  Scotch- 
W^at  "who  is  two  Scotchmen  * : 

**  As  his  land  has  the  wild^  barren,  stern  crags 
and  mountain  peaks  around  which  tlie  tempests  blow^ 
and  also  ffie  mitling  valley  heldw  where  the  wiid 

^  rose,  the  foxglove  and  the  bluebell  blossom,  so  the 
^^ijotchman^  wiA  mdhard  ir^Uect 

:.  in  his  head  above,  has  a  heart  below  capable,  of 
being  touched  to  the,  finest  issues.  *  *  * 
Poetry  and  song  are  a  pqfl  of  las  nature.  Touch 
his  head,  and  he  will  bargain  and  argue  with  you 
to  the  last;  touch  his  heart  and  he  falls  jappr^  your 
bretfsC* 

These  , two  men  did  not  struggle  against  each  other 
in.the  one  energe^c  restless  body,  hat  helped  each  the 
ofter.  The  poet  enhaloed  the  deed  (for,  Mr  Car" 
ne^gie  said,  *'{o  dp  things  is  only  oije-half  of  the  battle; 


to  be  able  tq  UlL  the  world  what  pou  have  done^  that  is 
i^  '^eatcr  accamplishment**)*  And  the  hard-headed  ^ 
man  put  the  poetry  into  ever})day  life,  with  an  enchant- 
trig  boakf  or  the  celestial  voice  of  an  organ^  or  an 
iUummating  staitslEc,  or  an  ^ehial  trutii  far  the  first 
time  discovered^  or  a  telescope  revealing  the  differing 
gloirjf  of  the  stars,  or  ihe  stirring  voice  of  the^b^pipes 
waking  the  day^  or  a  symphony  ending  it      '  j  ^ 

The  Scotch*  minister  jvhom  I  heard  preach  llm 
morning  referred  to  a  Utile  shop  in  Edinburgh  in  whose 
window  tin^  figures  .of  J^ings  uml  prmcf^s  4fnd  others 
were  displaced,  Tfith  the  sign  (which  has  given  title  to 
one  of  Robert  Lows  Stevenson  s  es&aifs)  ''A  Penn}f 
Plain,  Two  Pence  Colored/^  Mr  Cumegie's  figures 
were  all  colored— ^colored  k}>  his  generous^  warm  heart. 

The  two  Scotchmen  in  him  Were  held  together  in 
happy  partnership  b})  an  American  tolerance^  «  New 
World  breadth  of  generosity  ( which  is  ttot  usually  asso- 
dated  with  the  Scotch)  and  a  itfestem  hwnor^  which 
had,  however,  a  tang  of  the  mdtifs  in  it,  and  was  ever 
conscious  of  the  ethics  of  the  golf  links.  I  have  a 
wpid  memory  of  one  characierisAc  bit  of  Mi  l^idly 
quiet  wit  at  my  own  expense.  We  had  played  a 
few  holes  in  my  first  game  of  golf  with  him,  when  my 
conscience,  beginning  to  trouble  me,  provoked  me  to 
q^tion  whether  I  ought  to  be  out  in  the  country  away 
from  my  work  playing  golf  with  him.  "  O/i,"  he  said 
quick  as  a  flash,  'Tritchett  md  I  will  both  certify  thcU 
you  are  not  playing^lf.*' 


'  And  when  we  played  our  last  game  together,  it  was 
out  by  the  firth  bf  Dornoch,  in  the  first  days  of  the 
Great  War^  m  August  of  1914.  After  we  had  fir^ 
ished  the  game,  which  he  must  have  divined  would 
be  the  last^  he  gave  me  his  putter  with  this  inscription 
in  Im  own  hand:  "y4  very  close  game:  couldnt  have 
been  closer  so  equally  and  badly  we  p/ai;." 

Ahl   If  we  could  all  but  play  ihegfmK  of  life  m 

manfully,  as  cheerfully,  as  eagerly,  as  fearlessly,  as 
hopefully^  and  with  as  kir^dly  a  heart  as  he,  we  might 
weU  be  proud  of  (fur  score,  even  though  he.  a  Scotch- 
man, would  go  no  farther  than  to  admit  of  his  own  that 
^At  nucht  ha*  bin  waur  **     /  " 

«      .»       *      #       *       *       »       *  * 

Beyond  the  dark  Brook  of  the  Shadow  fe*s  gone 
On  over  the  hills  and  the  moors  tqwqrd  the  dawn. 
This  Laird  o  the  castle  by  DomodfS  gray  firth 
To  find  the  Great  Peace  he  had  sought  for  the  earth. 
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